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Bothwett.                       Ay, swore I so ?

Why, this was truth last year then.    .

Qiieen.                                             Truth, my lord?

What does the fire of such a word as this
Between such lips but burn them, as mine ears
Burn that must hear by your device and hers
With what strange flatteries on her prompted lips
This dame unwedded lifts her hand unringed
To abash me with its show of faith, and make
Your wife ashamed at sight of such a love
As yet she bears you that is not your wife ?

Bothwell.   What devil should prick me  to such

empty proof

And pride unprofitable ?   I pray you think
I am no such boy to boast of such a spoil
As chamberers make their brag of.    Let her speak
And part not as unfriends,

Queen.                                Madam, and you

That thus renumber and resound his vows,
To what good end I know not, in our ear,
What would you have of him whom your own will
Rose up to plead against as false, to break
His bonds that irked you and unspeak the word
That held you hand in hand ?    Did you not pray
To be set free from bondage, and now turn
To question with the hand that you put off
If it did well to loose you?

Jane Gordon.                    Truly, no;

Nor will I question with your grace in this,
Whether by mine own will and uncompelled